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	1. Chapter 1

**The Garden of Roses**

* * *

><p>An anxious silence had befallen in the Luvguard Household. This anxiety had been persisting since a week. The parents couldn't bear to talk much; the children were scared. And young Lara's heart was hammering against her ribcage quite fast, faster than she would like anyway.<p>

The next day, one boy and one girl would be picked to fight for their lives. Lara was only twelve, and so was her brother Drake. The next day would be the first Reapings of their lives and Lara was not very keen to find out what it felt to be Reaped. No, she was better off without finding much.

The same could not be said for Drake. The boy was suicidal, and that was what scared his family the most. They feared that Drake would _volunteer _for the Games. The little boy didn't do anything to remove that doubt, in fact he encouraged it.

"It would be amazing," he often said during lunch-time.

Mrs. Luvguard had lost sleep over her son. Her husband was not in a better condition. And Lara, Lara was so scared for her twin that she dreaded the next day even more.

District Twelve rarely ever had a victor.

If Drake volunteered, he would be dead in the bloodbath.

And Drake never wanted to listen to anyone else.

"What will happen tomorrow?" Lara wondered aloud.

Her friend, Lyn, looked up from the book she was reading. Lyn was thirteen and knew how it felt during one's first Reapings. She smiled kindly at Lara.

"Nothing too bad for us," she replied, trying to sound as honest as she could.

"It will be bad for us," Lara said firmly in a tone so sad that Lyn couldn't help but feel scared too.

"Why do you say that?"

"Drake is behaving in a very… disturbing way."

"That boy is a rather enthusiastic about the whole deal," Lyn noted.

"But I am scared!" Lara cried out, "He's my twin! I have never been away from him! What if- what if-"

She couldn't bring herself to complete the sentence though for soon, she was crying miserably. Lyn embraced her warmly and patted her back in a comforting way.

"There, there," she said. Lara pulled back and looked at her with bleak eyes.

"Drake won't be Reaped, right? My twin…"

"No he won't," Lyn replied firmly and hugged her back.

But Lara was not convinced. Anything could happen the next day. Would she be able to live without her twin if it came to that?

She was not eager to find out.

* * *

><p><strong>Hello! Hello! Welcome to my third SYOT. I am not promising as rapid updates as the previous two but I do hope that you all submit. <strong>

**Rules:**

**1: Please be creative and complete the full form. No recycled tributes.**

**2: You can submit three tributes, but one must be a bloodbath if you do.**

**3: I won't write mature things. I don't like them so I won't. Hopefully, you won't mind. Plus, I cannot write lovey-dovey things. If I do, it appears to be more comical than romantic. So…**

**4: Enjoy!**

**Form:**

**Name:**

**Age:**

**Gender:**

**District (list three):**

**Personality (I like descriptions but too much of descriptions can be a little confusing):**

**History:**

**Family/Friends:**

**Appearance:**

**Face claim:**

**Reaped/Volunteered:**

**Reaction/Reason:**

**Strengths (personality wise):**

**Weaknesses (personality wise):**

**Weapon of choice/ Special skills (You can talk about everything your tribute is good at whether it be knot-tying, setting traps, using swords or if they are just physically strong or fast):**

**Worst Fear(s):**

**Preferred Training Score:**

**Interview Angle: **

**Chariot Ride outfit:**

**Allies:**

**Anything else: **

**Well, enjoy submitting and have a great day!**


	2. Chapter 2

**Reapings**

**District One**

* * *

><p><strong>Galilee Schwartz (18) D1F<strong>

I did not want this. I never asked for this. And _yet _I had to do this.

Although I couldn't complain much. At least it would make mom happy. My father did not want this but since I had been chosen, I couldn't really do much about it.

The weather was quite pleasant that day. The sky was the brightest blue and beautiful white clouds hung in there. My room was on the second floor and from my window I saw my little sister Zion rush out of the house. She didn't have to train. She didn't have to volunteer. She was not interested in the Games and valued her life a lot. She wasn't burdened with the whole volunteering pressure. I was happy for her.

I had joined the training academy just for training and to ease the tension that I used to go through. Never in my life did I think of volunteering. The environment there was pleasant, the trainers friendly and so I decided to continue.

And then they told me that I had to volunteer.

I wanted to refuse. The Games would be the end of me. But my mother, my mother's joys knew no bounds on hearing the news. I always wanted to please mother and knew it was a good opportunity.

Sadly, this 'good opportunity' could easily lead me to be killed.

"Aargh!" I cried and slammed my fist into the wall. Death was too close. And there was nothing I could do to avoid that. Why was I in such a fix? On top of that my District had the wonderful reputation of producing dumb, catty female tributes. Now that I was going in, I seriously hoped I could get rid of that image.

A while later I was in the kitchen, cooking. Cooking was life. Both my parents were chefs and I had spent quite a lot of time to learn cooking. Different ingredients were thrown in together to make marvellous delicacies that could be enjoyed by just anyone. Cooking was often the stress reliever for me. Plus, I cooked depending on my mood. And right now I felt frustrated and worried, scared and yet excited. I felt the thrill and the feeling of impending doom at the same time which was odd.

"Snap out of it," I told myself.

"Snap out of what?"

I turned around to see mom walking towards me with a barely suppressed grin. I didn't know whether to be happy that she had so much faith in me, or to be sad that she was so keen on sending me on my way to death.

"Nothing mom," I replied.

What was I cooking anyway? I had not even noticed what I was doing… I saw potatoes and I had done something that-

"Looks tasty," mom said.

"It will be ready soon…"

"Let it be dear," she said, "I think you should go get ready."

"Galilee."

Looking up, I saw my dad standing in the doorway. Smiling at him, I walked towards him and gave him a hug. He grabbed my shoulders and looked into my eyes.

"Don't do it, child," he said softly, "Don't. I don't want to lose you."

"Oh come on!" mom said as she joined us too, "Our daughter can do it! Don't discourage her! Sweetheart, I believe in you. Go and win it for me, for your District. Go and show all those kids who bullied you at school."

I nodded slowly at her but caught dad's eye. He shook his head firmly. I couldn't take it anymore. I agreed with dad. The arena was not a place for me. Why couldn't I be a chef too? Why me? But I had to do it for mom, for the academy. How was I supposed to refuse? I would be shunned if I didn't do that.

"I'll get ready," I said and then walked upstairs, trying to appear calm and collected although I felt nothing of the sort.

I slammed the door shut behind me and combed my platinum blond hair carelessly. They were brown originally but I had dyed them. My huge eyes stared back at me from the mirror. In fact, the most remarkable feature about me, if I must say so, are my eyes.

"Calm down. You need to look good."

The long white dress that I pulled on only made me look better. Mom had bought it especially for this occasion. She said it would make me look like a princess. I didn't feel like a princess.

"I should get going," I muttered, wondering why I was talking to myself like this, "I need to see Adonna and Haley before the Reapings."

And when I went down, I saw my mom was also completely ready, looking much better than I did, as if it was her year to volunteer. Clenching my fists, I smiled at her, dad, Zion and then walked out of the house.

"See you later!" I said as I almost ran away. They knew I had gone to see my friends. It was expected that Adonna would volunteer but that wasn't going to happen now. I was glad that at least my friend would get to stay alive.

But still… I wished someone else had been chosen.

* * *

><p><strong>Bennett DeVallier (18) D1M<strong>

Swinging my legs back and forth, I listened to Adrian intently. After all, listening really had been all that I could do in a conversation, although Adrian always tried to make me take part in discussions. He was easily the best brother in the world and I didn't know how I would even survive without him.

Grabbing my shoulders tightly and gazing at me with an intensity that might scare other people, he spoke, "And you must believe that you can do it. Just because you can't speak doesn't mean you can't do anything else. This is your chance."

I believed him, of course. How could I not? Adrian was my everything. The dependable brother, the trustworthy friend.

I moved my hands wildly to tell him that I did believe in what he said. As such I used very simple sign language and most people got it but Adrian didn't really need it.

"I believe in you."

Those four simple words were always enough to make me smile, to boost my confidence. Ever since my accident, everyone had either treated me with pity or with wickedness. My parents were overprotective of me. My peers bullied me. Countless times they had locked me up, beaten me, harassed me just s that I would scream. Or rather, try to scream.

When I was three, my dad and I had a car accident. Luckily we both managed to survive it. My dad lost his leg and a glass shard buried itself in my larynx. After much effort from the doctors and prayers from my family, I lived. However, my vocal cords were permanently damaged and we were not rich enough to actually afford the treatment.

Long story short, I was mute.

I hated it. I hated it with passion. My parents treated me like a fragile glass, as if I would break any time. My school mates were exceptionally mean to me. Realising I could not speak, they did not leave one single chance to use my weakness for their entertainment. I was, to be honest, tired of this treatment. I wasn't a lesser being. I was a human, just like everyone else. Sadly, nobody wanted to accept that.

Well, except Adrian. My brother treated me as his equal. He didn't give me any special attention, or look at me with sympathy-filled eyes. My parents did not enrol me in the training academy at first, thinking that I was way too delicate for that. They could not afford something else to happen to me. But Adrian trained me and my friends, Wallace and Winnie Shire supported me through everything. In fact, they were my only friends apart from my brother and I was really grateful to have them.

Gradually I became stronger and skilled. The trainers at the academy noticed that when Adrian told me to show them what I could do. Everything happened too quickly after that. They trainers took me in, Adrian convinced my parents that training was what would make me happy, and then I was suddenly chosen to volunteer for my District.

It was the biggest opportunity that I had ever got. When the academy declared their decision, the bullying stopped, the harassing ceased and yet I could feel the envious gazes burn through me.

It did not matter.

People had actually looked at me without bringing up my disability. No way was I going to throw away my chance. I had to win the Games. I needed to show my gratitude towards my parents, the academy, Adrian, the Shires. And then there was a small, hidden desire in my heart. A small hope and yet strong enough to drive me forward, to fuel my determination.

Maybe, just maybe I could speak again if I won. Maybe I would be able to get my vocal cords treated. Maybe…

"Ben?"

I was snapped out of my stupor by my friends. I hadn't even noticed when they had arrived.

I smiled at them and then raised my hand in greeting.

Winnie linked her arm with mine and then grinned. "So, our volunteer is all ready?"

I nodded, giving her a hug. Her smile faltered just a little when Wallace squeezed my hand tightly.

"Think again," he said, "Take a wise decision. If you don't want to then don't do it."

I moved my hands vigorously telling him that I did want it, that he need not worry.

"But what if-?"

_It will be fine,_ I signed.

"Well, seeing that you are already dressed up and looking very handsome and all, we should go," Adrian said softly. I nodded at him.

I was so excited that I had dressed and done everything early in the morning. My chocolate brown hair was brushed back neatly, my grey suit complimenting my grey eyes. People told me they found my eyes to be very startling. I was tall, standing at six feet two, with a lithe figure that wasn't too muscular but still quite strong. I appeared to be as good as I could ever be.

Even on my way to the Square, my parents continuously fussed over me, trying to dissuade me from volunteering.

"We don't want to lose you, dear," mom said, her eyes bleak.

"Yes son. Please. Training is fine but-" dad almost cried out but I stopped him.

_I want to do something, dad._

From the other end of the road, I saw Galilee walking towards the Square too. Having noticed me, she raised her hand in greeting and smiled. I smiled back. She was a sweet girl and I knew she was going to volunteer too. We didn't interact too much but I knew she was not very keen on doing this.

"Hello Bennett," she said.

_Hi._

"Nervous?"

I nodded and then raised my brow at her.

"Same," she replied, "I- I don't want to- but you know there are some things you have to do even if you don't want to."

I agreed. In fact, I was not eager to see Galilee in the Arena. For me to come out, she would have to die. All I was hoping for was that it didn't happen by my hands. She was too nice for this.

Getting our fingers pricked, the two of us parted, after wishing each other luck. I took in a deep breath. This had to be done.

* * *

><p><strong>Galilee Schwartz (18) D1F<strong>

Was it just me, or was Verity taking a little too long to choose a slip? Our escort was strange. She never showed enthusiasm. She never dressed weirdly. She didn't even have too strong Capitol accent.

"Clara Monteria, please come up."

"I volunteer as tribute!" I said in a loud, clear voice and forced myself forward. My legs felt as if they had turned to lead. There was no turning back now. Maybe it was not a good decision after all. But…

Verity offered me a sad smile, as if she knew I didn't want to be here. Nodded at her.

"Your name, young lady?" See? No enthusiasm to see a volunteer. I like it better.

"Galilee Schwartz," I said, "And I will do my best to make all of you proud."

There was a mild applause at that and I caught Bennett's eyes. He nodded at me and smiled and I smiled back. How was he going to volunteer? He couldn't speak…

"Desmond Lartz, can we have you here?"

As a young boy started towards the stage, three people yelled "I volunteer as tribute!" However, I saw Bennett racing ahead with a remarkable speed, something that I had not expected, and then literally diving over the younger ones' heads, landing spectacularly on the stage. Verity smiled at this show and a lot of people clapped as Bennett thrust a piece of paper towards Verity, who read it quickly.

"This is Bennett DeVallier, your male volunteer, and I am sure he'll do a good job. And now, District One, give it up for your tributes Galilee Schwartz and Bennett DeVallier!"

The two of us shook hands, and he looked at me shyly just as he always did. I laughed.

"Good luck."

He nodded and then the two of us were being led to the Justice Building, the applause still ringing in the air.

* * *

><p><strong>Hello people! Here it is, the first Reapings! Just because I wrote District One first doesn't mean I'll go in the order though. Many of you know I don't like following any order. Anyway, these two were fun to write for and I loved them. What do you think of these two? I'd love to hear your opinion but I request you to be respectful of other submitters. We're all here to enjoy, aren't we? Why should we make anyone sad, even though it was not intentional?<strong>

**Also, I want to apologise to many of you who submitted girl tributes because I could not accept them all. I never thought I would get so many submissions and it was so hard to choose my female tributes since all of your submissions were so great. I hope you'll read the story but I will understand if you don't want to.**

**And I have not proofread this chapter, I never really do actually, so forgive me for any stupid mistake that I might have made.**

**Have a great day!**


	3. Chapter 3

**Reapings**

**District Seven**

* * *

><p><strong>Rowan Clear (17) D7F<strong>

It had been raining too heavily since morning. Thankfully, I did not have to go to work that day. Staring outside my window, I saw my image being reflected from the glass. Sad brown eyes, wavy auburn hair, a pale structure; my reflection reminded me of mom.

Not that I had ever seen mom. She died giving birth to me. If only we had the injection to clot her blood, she would not have bled to death. Biting my lower lip, I frowned at the reflection. Why was I not avenging her? If the Districts had not been so neglected maybe, just maybe mom would have been alive. It would have been so wonderful.

I didn't mean that my step-mom didn't look after me well. She loved me dearly and was always there for me but still, I missed mom. I wondered what she was like. Dad often told me I resembled her and this only made me more curious about her.

It was all the Capitol's fault. Those darned people were born to make our lives miserable. I worked so hard, my family worked so hard, and yet there was never enough money. I had to take tesserae. I had to live without mom. So many times I had seen the sadness in dad's eyes when he talked about her. I knew he loved her even now. But she was gone. Gone! And the reason? The negligence we had faced. But I could not forgive myself either. If I had not been born, maybe mom would be alive. These thoughts were irrational but the guilt just wouldn't go.

"Rowan! Rowan!"

Violet burst into my room and threw her arms around me. She was only ten, not old enough to be reaped. I was grateful for that.

"Look Rowan!"

With that she thrust the paper she had in her hands towards me. I took it and smiled at the painting. I used to bring wildflowers from the forest for her so that she could paint. She had drawn a really pretty dress with frills. She had made so much progress in drawing. I was proud of her.

"I wish I could afford such a dress for you," I thought, but aloud I said, "Wonderful Violet! It's beautiful, just like you!"

"Thank you! Drason tried to whistle at it."

I laughed. Drason was only six, with both his front teeth missing. I was trying to teach him how to whistle through the gap. He was making progress too.

Violet gave me another hug and then left, running to dad maybe. My smile vanished. There were too many things that were taken from me. How many people would have lost their loved ones due to the Capitol's tyranny? Were they not humans? Did they not deserve a nice life too?

Recently my thoughts had become over-rebellious. They were too scary to be shared. In fact, I kept myself silent usually because of it. A slip of tongue and they would know how much I hated the. Had I only been powerful enough to do something about it… I would have taught them a lesson. What did the Capitolites think of themselves? That they were invincible? That we were not people? Their mind set was sick.

It was almost time to go for the Reapings and the rain had not ceased. Would we have to stand in such a fierce downpour? Probably. I was wearing black shorts and a green shirt. I would not change; this was good enough. Tying my hair in a ponytail, I stared back at the window. Decent enough, not that I cared. Weren't we going now to celebrate a child's death?

Pulling on a raincoat, I walked out of my very bare room into an equally bare hall. Dad and my step-mom were talking about something in hushed voices. They looked worried, too worried for my liking.

"What happened?" I asked.

"Nothing dear," dad said and smiled. It was fake.

"Why are you both so anxious?"

"Rowan," my step-mom said, "You've taken too many tesserae although we told you not to and-"

"And nothing will go wrong," I cut her off, "I assure you."

And nothing would go wrong. I had waited for far too long for someone brave enough to come along and do something about our situation. Sadly, nobody did. At least I could do it at my level. We had become the change we wanted to see.

"I need to go to the Reapings. I am getting late."

"Wait-"

"No dad. It is very late."

"Let's go."

And the two of them followed me as I walked out of the house. We never took Violet or Drason to the reapings. It was too much to bear.

I hoped to meet Hale before the reapings. He was a member in my lumber team and we worked together. The two of us were friends and I thought he was very handsome. But I could not think about him like that. I might not see him ever again.

Sadly, there was nothing we could do about it.

* * *

><p><strong>Asher Ravenstone (15) D7M<strong>

"It's raining hard today," I muttered as I leaned against mummy's shoulder. She patted my head lovingly and I grinned at her.

"Mummy, I don't want to go to the reapings," I said with a pout. She shook her head and then cupped my face in her hands.

"Sorry dear, but there's nothing we can do about it. You'll have to attend it."

"But what if I am chosen?"

My voice was trembling then. I could very well be chosen. "No silly," I thought, "I won't be picked. Mummy and daddy are with me."

Mummy smacked my head playfully.

"No Ash!" she said, "Didn't I tell you before that you won't be Reaped? You're too nice for that."

I nodded and then hugged her.

I loved my mummy and daddy but children at school often told me I was too childish and naïve. I didn't know why. But I was happy the way I was. And if being childish could make one happy then why should one want to grow up? I loved my life and I didn't want to change anything about it.

I jumped to my feet and then ran into my room to get dressed, mummy's laughter echoing in the house. I was lean and muscular so I was fast. Entering my room, I went straight to the mirror. Combing my medium length brown hair, which was the same colour as my eyes, I put on khaki shorts and a red T-shirt. I nodded at my reflection and then went to the kitchen to have some water.

"Ready, are you?" daddy asked.

Daddy was always a strict person but his presence was comforting. I felt safe around him and sometimes his eyes twinkled when he saw me. I loved him so much and he always tried to protect me.

"Yes. I'll just wait for a while for the rain to stop," I replied and then gulped down the water. Daddy stroked my hair softly and then smiled kindly at me and I grinned back at him. My parents were the most wonderful in the world and I knew they did everything in my best interests.

Both of them worked as lumber jacks and often took me along as well. They taught me the basics of handling an axe and chopping wood. I loved going there. I had been working with them since I was twelve and I enjoyed it. Why? Because when I was not working, they let me wander around in the forests.

I loved the lush green grass, the peaceful environment, the wind blowing. I liked to lie on the grass and ponder on things, think about the future. However, my parents never let me move outside their sight, and always watched me. Maybe because I was the only child, I didn't know. But I did know that they would be doing so for a reason so I obediently never went away too far.

"Here Asher, have some tomato soup!" mummy said. I beamed, realising how hungry I was. After all, it was always nice to have something warm during rain.

I slurped and made weird sounds while drinking. Mummy laughed lightly but daddy just frowned so I stopped. But then he smiled too and I chuckled.

Soon the soup was gone.

"We'll have to go now," mummy said and I felt just a tiny bit of worry in her voice. But she had no reason to be worried. She herself told me that I wouldn't be chosen.

The rain beat against my umbrella as if fighting an old foe. The sound was deafening and despite the umbrella I was very wet. I could barely see or hear anything but I could feel my parents on either side of me.

I bumped into a girl.

"Sorry!"

"It's okay. Oh, it's you Asher!"

I looked up to see Autumn and smiled at her. She was my schoolmate and my best friend, someone with whom I shared my secrets. She was like an elder sister to me and was a really pleasant person to have around.

"Autumn!"

The two of started walking ahead together, and my parents fell back a little so that we could talk in private.

"Who do you think will be Reaped?" she asked.

"I don't know. Hopefully, not you."

"What about you?"

"Mummy said I won't be Reaped."

"Hopefully. Anyway, what do we do after the reapings?"

"Celebrate the fact that we still get to live," I answered darkly.

It hurt when the Peacekeeper pricked my finger. Why did they do that? After that I was ushered to my section. The other fifteen-year-old boys were whispering among themselves, trying to assure each other, or rather themselves, that they wouldn't be chosen.

Henna, our escort, was dressed up in a long green dress that looked like a tree. I laughed softly. She was almost jumping around, even when the mayor gave his speech, which was thankfully short. Too long speeches were boring.

"And now, we shall begin with the boys!"

My heart started beating against my ribcage. It could be anyone. Not me. Definitely not me…

"Asher Ravenstone!"

My blood seemed to have turned cold. Why did she call me? It- it had to be a mistake. I couldn't be Reaped… Yeah, it probably was a mistake. I tried to look at my parents but my view was blocked. The boys started moving away from me. But why?! I opened my mouth to say that it wasn't me but my voice failed me. I could not move. Was I really…?

"Move along, kid," I heard a voice and then somebody pushed me. I saw that it was a Peacekeeper. So… I was Reaped. Slowly, I started moving forward. Why me? How could it happen? My umbrella fell from my hand and the rain mixed with my tears so nobody knew that I was trying not to cry, and failing at it.

On reaching the stage Henna asked me to say but I shook my head.

I was Reaped…

* * *

><p><strong>Rowan Clear (17) D7F<strong>

I gritted my teeth. The poor boy was numb with shock, staring wildly at the crowd, his mouth slightly ajar. It was so sad… He didn't deserve it. None of us did.

"And the lucky girl is Mathilda Oak!"

"I volunteer as tribute!"

My voice rang clearly despite the roaring downpour. A silence seemed to have fallen in the Square as I moved forward towards the stage. People were giving me weird looks but I didn't care. I was doing this for them.

"Wonderful! May I have your name, young lady?" Henna exclaimed.

"Rowan Clear," I answered quietly.

"Ah Rowan, do you want to say anything to your District?"

I shook my head and looked at Asher, who was staring at me now. I smiled at him.

"Your tributes, District Seven! Rowan Clear and Asher Ravenstone!"

The two of us shook hands and his was trembling. I steadied it.

"But why?" he asked.

"Somebody has to fight it. I will at my level."

He looked confused but I didn't expect him to understand. What I could do against the Capitol was to volunteer and help some other tribute win. They deserved it.

And then maybe someone brave would come along and save this place, even at the cost of my death.

* * *

><p><strong>District Seven is here! I told you I won't go in order. Anyway, I feel I made Asher a little too childish here. Hopefully not. <strong>

**So, did you like these two? How far do you think they will go?**

**By the way, I made a blog for this story and I'd love to know what you thought of the characters. Here is the site- thegardenofroseshg. Weebly. com **

**Also, I know some of the tributes don't look as if they belong to that district. The reason is that I had to change their places and so it's not the submitters' fault. And anyway, there can be exceptions, right?**

**Hope you enjoyed. Have a good day!**


	4. Chapter 4

**Reapings**

**District Five**

* * *

><p><strong>Sevarian Vaask (16) D5M<strong>

My feet hit the ground as the gang ran back to hideout. The security was catching up on me and my legs were aching now.

"George!" I called out to the other member of the gang. He turned around and saw that the security guards were not too far away. One of them grabbed my arm and I punched him square on the jaw while George came up to me and fought off the other guard. We saw more of them gain on us and headed out, diving behind a trash can and then crawling from there into a broken down building. I stood up and saw that the building was so old and weak that I got scare that it might fall on us.

"Come on," George said and pulled me along further into the building. We ran up the staircase and were soon on the rooftop. The guards had disappeared. There was another building right next to this one and we both ran towards it, taking a daring leap from the edge.

I thought I was going to fall but forced myself to not scream. Managing to grab the edge of the wall of the other building, I pulled myself up onto the roof. George and I ran down, past much surprised women and children, and then out onto the street.

Finally, we arrived at the hideout, just as the other members appeared there too, all of them panting, sweating, cursing.

"That was close," George muttered.

"Too close," Will grumbled. We saw that his arm was cut and was bleeding too badly. The boys looked at each other and then rank for the first aid kits, carrying him first into the hideout.

"But it was fun," I said with a slow grin creeping onto my face.

We didn't do anything wrong, or that's what we said. The gang just roamed around in the complex facilities, or power plants to just _check_ how well the workers there would deal with…problems. Usually our deeds didn't harm power production so the security didn't bother us. That day, however, we almost blew up the generator. It was an accident of course but the security didn't think so. Honestly speaking though, even if a few of those people died it wouldn't matter to me much. Five could do without so many people. After all, killing was no stranger to any of us.

Blake slapped my back and then smiled at me. "So ready for the Reapings?"

"Yeah, it will be fun to see the pig who would be slaughtered this year," I replied with a smirk.

He laughed and the other boys joined in. We were all very uncaring about everything but we were attached to each other. All of us were either orphans or children who were ignored all our lives. I had three elder brothers and a younger sister. My parents had fine jobs. I was the odd one out and they always gave more attention to my siblings. I had observed that ever since I was young. My brothers often got new, better toys. My sister got new dresses. I was given the old things, things that my brothers were bored of using. Needless to say, the relationship between my brothers and me wasn't very nice. However, I did get along with my sister better than with my brothers. Then I met George and Blake, who were so similar to me that for the first time I felt that I belonged somewhere. Slowly, our gang formed and expanded and now we were a second family to each other.

"We need to get ready," Blake said and then kicked at the ground.

"I don't want to move," Will groaned, holding up his injured arm.

"It's not that you have to walk on your hands," I said, patting it slightly. He winced in pain and I chuckled lightly.

"Man up, Will," George said.

Will glare at the two of us and the boys launched into another banter. I excused myself and went to the bathroom. I was too sweaty and stood under the shower when the other boys started banging on the door.

"Going to take the whole day?" George yelled.

"Shut up."

I brushed back my short black hair that certainly did not go with my green eyes or thin physique but I still managed to look just decent enough.

"Took long enough," Blake said and then went to change. Just then, Razor fell in through the opening of the hideout and all of us drew our knives.

"Oh, it's you," I said, lowering my knife. Razor glared at me and then turned to Will. "What happened to you?"

"Nothing."

I rolled my eyes. Razor and I never got along well. In fact, we hated each other and a part of me would be very glad if he were Reaped. He kind of reminded me of my eldest brother and I was not very fond of the said person.

"I am heading out," I said.

"Wait-" Razor said, blocking my way with his arm but I slapped it away. His arm had turned red where my hand had hit it.

"Never try to stop me from going anywhere. I have told you so many times. Do you enjoy being humiliated?"

And that's when all the boys laughed and I walked out, knowing that Razor was seething behind me.

* * *

><p><strong>Cecelia Vertigo (18) D5F<strong>

Climbing trees was an effective way to remain fit. I needed to remain fit. Sure, I worked out quite a lot just for the fun of it, but this was something that I could do in the garden of my house.

Sitting on the branch, I looked at the grey sky. It was always grey and I found it depressing sometimes. It reminded me of my own situation, which wasn't the best. Any time my parents could find out my truth and they would shun me if they did. Disown me even. I didn't want to think about that.

In fact, I started working out only to distract myself from my troubles. It helped me at school too though and soon I was an athlete there. My parents were content. And my mind was off my problem.

No, the problem was not with me. The problem was that my parents had trouble accepting my kind. I had been raised to hate such people and now I was one of them. It came as a blow for me but if I told them…

My eyes travelled to a beautiful girl walking on the street. She had large, brown eyes and a really good physique. She was very attractive, to say the least. I turned red at the very thought. If I told my parents that I thought like that about another girl…

See? That was the problem. I found people of my own gender attractive. My parents found a person like me weird and our lifestyle to be horrifying and unnatural. I was raised to hate people like myself. How was I supposed to tell them?

I wished I didn't have to hide it though. Why couldn't my parents just accept me the way I was? I was their _daughter_, for goodness' sake! I had not committed a crime! I tried so hard to get in their good books. Trying my best to win the competitions at school, trying my best to be at the top of my class. They were always pressurising me, without actually saying anything very bluntly. I felt miserable.

_Stop,_ I thought, _your gender preferences don't define you._

But listening to my parents bantering about my kind did not really encourage me to think that way.

"Cecelia! Cecelia!"

I sighed. Mom was calling for me. Jumping from the tree, and realising only too late that I should not have jumped, I managed to land on my feet and then toppled forward, falling face first. That was embarrassing.

Picking myself from the ground, I walked into the house to find mom choosing a dress for me. It was a blue frilly thing that was gleaming too brightly for my liking. It was an ankle length dress and was accompanied by four inch heels. How was I even supposed to walk in high heels?

"Cecelia! My girl! What happened to you?" mom asked.

"I slipped," I answered dryly.

"Oh well, you better wash up before the Reapings. And here, I bought you a new dress!"

"Thanks mom," I replied, picking up the dress gingerly.

"Go get ready, sweet heart," she said, "My daughter should look her very best."

And then she was gone.

Sighing, I went to my room to change. After washing up I combed my long brown hair that were the same colour as my eyes. I was tall and well-built and I wondered why I needed these heels. These would only make me look awkward. And the blue dress just wouldn't go with my tanned skin, or my light freckles on the cheeks. But I knew this was expensive.

Having made sure that I looked as perfect as I could, I left the house without telling anyone. I needed to meet my friends. They knew my truth and it would only be right if I told them what I planned. I just could not live like this; being feared that I wouldn't be accepted, that what I would do would never be enough and especially the fear that people wouldn't like me despite all my efforts. There was no point of living if that failed. I liked things to be perfect and that's exactly what it wasn't right then.

Delilah and Annabell were waiting outside the Square for me. I grinned at both of them since they were the only ones who understood me. Delilah gave me a hug and Annabell punched my shoulder lightly.

"Looking very pretty," she said with a smirk. I laughed.

"Seriously? I didn't even want to wear this."

"And very tall as well," Delilah added. I shrugged.

"Okay girls, I have to tell you something."

The two looked up at me and I clenched my fists. I had to let them know. I had to share it. _Come on Cecelia! _But I couldn't. They would try to dissuade me from doing this. I knew it was not only risky but also foolish. But I had to go ahead with it.

"If something ever happens to me," I said, "Tell mom and dad about my truth. And tell them that I have always loved them and respected them."

"Why are you talking like that?" Annabell asked sceptically, "You aren't…?"

"She is!" Delilah exclaimed, "You can't do that Cecelia!"

"There is no choice!" I screamed, "I want to be accepted. To be loved despite my-my _condition_ and for that I need to prove myself to my parents. This is the only way!"

"It's not!"

"It is!"

Annabell just stared at me as if she was seeing me for the first time. I locked eyes with her, trying to tell her to understand. She shook her head.

"Just try not to die," she said slowly, as if she was regretting her words even while uttering them. I nodded. Delilah looked at her incredulously.

"Are you _mad?!_" she cried, "Cecelia is talking about volunteering herself for a death-match!"

"Talking won't change her mind," Annabell said, "And sometimes, you just have to fight."

Delilah looked at me then at her and then back at me in bewilderment. She continued to stare at us like that even when we got our fingers pricked and parted ways; she went to the Seventeen-year-old section and I joined Annabell among the eighteen-year-olds.

"And now, our female tribute is-"

When did Carissa come? What was I thinking all this time?

"- Elle Shawns!"

My resolve hardened when I saw that Elle was only thirteen, and very frightened indeed. She wasn't going to die.

"I volunteer as tribute!"

* * *

><p><strong>Sevarian Vaask (16) D5M<strong>

The volunteer introduced herself as Cecelia Vertigo and she was a much determined woman. And much stupid too. Who would actually go in the Games willingly? Not me.

"And the male tribute is," Carissa paused for effect. My heart was beating wildly against my ribcage. Hurry up woman!

"Sevarian Vaask!"

"What?!" I cried. I was Reape. I was Reaped?! Me?! Out of all the people me?!

"Please come up on the stage."

I couldn't move, I was too stunned for that. Somebody shoved me from behind and I glared at him but he only looked at me apologetically. Slowly, I started forward, my legs screaming at me to run from there. I looked around, hoping someone would volunteer for me too. No such luck. My District Partner looked tough.

Carissa gave me the microphone. "I'll try to give you a victor this year," I said, trying to sound as confident as I could without it sounding fake.

Cecelia had a steely look while she shook my hand. But I could manage. After all, killing was no stranger to me…

* * *

><p><strong>I know I have messed up these two. Hopefully, it wasn't as bad as I feel it is. But I loved writing for these two. I'd love to hear your opinions on them.<strong>

**Have a great day!**


End file.
